8o                 ALPHA OF THE PLOUGH
it is full length on the title page of your booty. But
no, ffat]flp Jura? not he! He calls me Stephenson."
I am grateful to Stevenson for t^gt-ffiocd. * It ex-
presses my feelings about the fellow who calls me
Thompson. Thompson, indeed!
I feel at this moment almost a touch of sympathy
with that saoi> Sir Frederic Thesiger, the uncle of
the first Lord Chelmsford. He was addressed one
day as " Mr. Smith," and the blood of all the Thesigers
(whoever they may have been) boiled within him.
" Do I look like a person of the name of Smith? "
he asked scornfully, and passed on. And as the
blood of all the Thomsons boils within me I ask,
" Do I look like a person of the name of Thompson?
Now do I? " And yet I suppose one may fall as
much in love with the name of Smith as with the
name of Thesiger, if it happens to be one's own.
I should like to try the experiment on Sir F. E.
Smith. I should like to address him as Sir Frederic
Thesiger and see how the blood of all the Smiths
would take it.
It is, I suppose, the feeling of the loss of our identity
that annoys us when people play tricks with our
names.  We want to be ourselves and not somebody
else.  We don't want to be cut off from our ancestry
and the fathers that begat us.   We may not know
much about our ancestors, and may not care much
about them.   Most of us, I suppose, are in the posi-
: $pn of Sydney_Smith,   " I found my neighbours,"
,. be said,*"""were looking up their family tree, and I